THE SECOND EVENING

know, don't you, they say all the pretty ladies here are
working for you ? "

" My dear Georgie," he burst out in exasperation, " if
I stopped to listen to everything that was said about me
here I shouldn't have much time for anything else."

" No, you haven't much time, have you ? " she agreed
thoughtfully. " It was a pity you were in such a hurry
last night."

" Was it ? " he asked dully. The picture she had made
sitting in the same corner of that settee last night came
back to him. He saw her face distorted and flushed like
a furious baby's. And then he saw Queenie's crumpled
shape buried in the pillows when he left her this after-
noon. And abruptly the idea of an intrigue with Georgie
became for ever unimaginable.

While they had been talking the sun had set, and that
rosy violet glow which unfailingly for a few minutes after
sunset touched the white city with a colour more lovely than
the loveliest northern dawn had been firing this room with
its magic, had been tinting the great chequer-board of
house-tops they could see from the windows and staining
even more richly the mountains visible far beyond. But
now the violet crown had faded, and in the greyness that
succeeded Waterlow said rather miserably:

" Look here, I feel a brute for coming so early. Do
you want to go and dress or anything? Because I can
amuse myself."

She laughed bitterly.

" As you can't find an excuse for yourself this evening
to be rid of me, I suppose you want me to find one. How
like a man! "

" Look here, Georgie, there's no point in quarrelling
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